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thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butthe true and perfeft 
image of life indeed. The better part ofvalour is Difcretion; j n 
the which better part) Ihauefaued my life. Zounds i am afeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : how if hee Ihould 
counterfeit roo,and rife 2 by my faith I am afraid he would prou e 
the better counterfeit 2 therefore He make him furc ; yea, and ll e 
fweare I flew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothing con. 
futesmee but eyes, and no body fees me t therefore firra, with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

He takes vp Hotjpur on hu backe . Enter Prince and 
hkn ef Lancafier . \ 

Prtn. Come brother Iehn , full braucly haft thou fleflit 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn But foft, who haue we heere f 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prtn, I did,I faw him dead, 

Breathlcflfe, and bleeding on the ground. Arflthoualiue ? 

Or isitfantafiethat playes vpon our eye*fight. ? 

1 pretheefpeakCjWe will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft, 

Ealf. No that’s certaine , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not Iacke Faifialffe, then am 1 a Iacke : there is Percy, ifyour Fa- 
ther will doc mee any honour, fo : if not, let him flay the next 
Vercy himfelfe : Ilooke to be either Earie or Duke, lean allure 
you, 

Prtn. Why Percy, I flew my felfc, and faw thee dead. 

Fa//. Didft thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing/ 1 Igraunt you I was downc , and out of breath, and fo was 
he, but weerofebothataninftant, and fought a long houre by 
Shrewsbury clocke, iflmay bebelecued,fo: if not, let them that 
Ihould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon their owne heads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound inth« thigh, 
iftheman werealiue, andwoulddenyit, Zounds I would make 
him eatc a peeceof my Sword. 

John. This is the ftrangeft talc that euer I heard. 

Prtn, This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother Iohn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your backe^ 

For 
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Ff»r mv part, if a lie will doc thee grac c , 
fe JJL it With the happiea tearmol haue. 

1 o a retreat is founded . 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the. day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friends are liuing, who are dead. > Exeunt. 

1 Pair, lie follow, as they fay, for reward} He tnat rewards me, 

Godreward him. Ifl do grow grcat,lle grow lefefor lie purge, 
andleaue Sacke,and liuecleanly,as aNobleman Ihould doe. 

Exit* 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of (Pales, Lord 


King Thus euer did Rebellion findcrebukc, 

111 fpirited Worcefler, did notwefend grace, . 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to all of you* 

And wouldftthou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft! 

Three Knights vpon our party flame to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beene aliue this houre. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 

Betwixt our Armies true intelligence, 

Wor. What I haue done, my fafetie vrg d me to, 
And I imbracc this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be auoyded, it tails on mee. 

King Beare Worcefler to the death, and Vernon too : ■ 
Other* Offenders we willpaufe vpon. 

How goes the Field ? 

Prince The noble Scot LordZ)ow^,\vhen he law 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Vercy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft : 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruizd, • 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my T ent, 

Th aDowgias is, andlbefeech your Grace, 

1 may dilpofe of him. 


